THE SECOND AFTERNOON

" Please ?   I do not know what you say."

" Tell me the truth, Queenie, that is all I want."

She nodded to herself.

" Yes, I will tell to you what is truth. This was the
passport of my sister."

" Oh, this is your sister's passport ? And where is
she?"

" She was dead."

He clicked his tongue impatiently.

" Ach, but I loved her so much. Ach, so much, so
much!"

And, though the wail was the wail of a child for a
missed party or a broken toy, once again Waterlow felt
that she had been sincere.

" And how did you find this sister ? After you ran
away from your home in Aix-la-Chapelle did you go back
again ? "

Queenie smiled at him. It seemed that the topic of
this sister was so dear to her that to whomsoever she should
speak of her it would have to be with a smile.

" She was not being my real sister j but I was making
her rny sister because she was so sweet and I was loving
her so much. She was so kind. And when all the peoples
said I am so like an English girl she was letting me be her
sister. And in Constantinople she would always tell to
me that when the war is finished and she will be better
we can be going to England together, because she will
find us an engagement to dance into the club where we
have been before the war."

All this was said with a breathless eagerness that
Waterlow's cold voice intervening did not seem to dismay*

" Oh, you have been to England then ? "
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